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PREFACE: 


R. Herbert's Poems bave met with ſo 
general and deſeryd_ Acceptance, that 
they bave undergone Eleven Impreſſi- 
ons near Twenty Yeats ago : He bath 

| obt ain'd by way of Eminency the Name 
of Our Divine Poet, and brs Verſes have been frequent= 
ly quoted in Sermons aud other Diſcourſes ;” yet, 1 fear, 
few of them bave been Sung ſince his Death, the Tunes 
nt being at the Command of ordinary Readers. 

This attempt therefore, ( ſuch as it is ) is to bring ſo 
many of them as I well could, which 1 judg'd ſuited to 
the Capacity and Devotion of Private Chriſtians, into 
the Common Metre to be Sung in their Cloſets or Fa- 
milies : The like I have done as to ſome of the New Te- 
ftament Hymns in Dr. Woodford's Paraphraſe : To 
all which F bave added one Ode in the ſame Meaſures 
in which 1 bad it, becauſe 1 think it was never Printed, 
and I thought it Pity, it ſhould be loſt in a Private Hand. 
1 bope I ſhall not be counted a Plagiary, ſeeing I clains 
nothing here as my own, but what by allow me, Viz. a 
Liberty to Sing and uſe their Hymns, which I was no 
more able to do in their Metre and Tunes, than I was 
able to compoſe them as they did. 

Nov will this hbihder their uſe of the Lyrick Meaſures 

”m Herbert and others, nbo are cnabled to do it by their 

A 2 Skill 


PP” The Preface. 
Fek, which they ought to look upon as a Ta- 
Kecounted for. How much more fit is Rer- 
EEFTemple to be ſet tothe Kate, than Cowley's Mi- WW ”* 
Ply: Fi It is bard that 19 one can be taught Muſick, 8 * 
. bu in ſuch wanton Songs as fill the Hearts of m the 
+ Learners with Luſt and Vanity all their Days. Why i 0 
" 2287 7 ſhould it be thought a greater» Prophaning of Spiritual Wl 0: 
SE Songs to uſe them in a Muſick-Scool, than it is of the Ml i! 
Tew Teſtament, to teach "Children to ſpell ; yet what Ml (« 
Chriſtian would not rather have bis Child taught to read Wl il! 
i a Bible than in a Play-Book ? Eſpecially, when they I ie! 
who learn Muſick are generally more apt to geceive Im- | 
frefſions from the Matter of the Songy thau Children WF C 
ware from the Books in nhich they firſt learn #b Spell, MW th: 
Ay attempt bath been eaſie, only to alter the meaſures WM G* 
of ſome Hymns, keeping ſtrictly to the Sence of the Au- WI i: 
thor ;. But how nobte an undertaking were it, if any one Ml «4 
could and would reſcue the high flights, and lofty ſtrains WW E: 
Wil | found in the moſt Celebrated Poets, from their ſacrilegi- WM Cl 
bf .ous Applications to Carnal Love, and reſtore them to Wl b» 
the Divine Love ! When the Dewil drew off the Naii- MW 4 
| .ons from the True God, He caus'd the ſame Inſtitutions Wl [6 
| with which God was honoured, to be uſed in the Idol Ser- 
Þ vice, Temple, - Prieſts, Sacrifices, @c. and amongſt 
| the - reſt Plalmody : And it is ſtrange, that when we 
have ſo long been emerg'd out of Heatheniſm, that ſuch 
a Remnant of it ſhould be amongſt us, nbereintbe moſt Wl L 
devotional Part of Religion doth conſaſt. Fe 
Almoſt. all Phraſes and Expreſhons of Worſhip due fn 
oly to God, are continud in theſe artificial Compoſures in 
the Heatheniſh uſe of them, even from the Inipirations 
that they invoke in their beginning, to the Raptures, 
Flames, Adoratious, @c. That they pretend to in ne 
Propreſs : Nor are theſe meer empty Names mith them, 
but their Hearts are more fervently carried ont. in the 
m-::/acal 


The Preface. "= 

muſical: ſe of them, than they would be if thawKnees 
were bow'd to Baal and Aſtaroth : Few Foly aid 
are more affefted with the Praiſes of a Redeemer, 
they are of the wanton Objef that they profeſs to' adad 
0b for ſome to write Parodies, Ly nhich Name 1 find 
one Poem in Herbert calfd, which bepins, Souls Joy,. 
where art thoyv pone,and was, 1 doubt nota kobt Love- 
ſong turn'd into 2 Spiritual Hymn, mTagedia, Eſt quum 
alterius Poetz Verſus in aliud Argumentum tranſ- 
cy Wl frruntur. 7 dv not find it hath been made a Matter 
;- W of /cruple to turn the Temples built for Jdols ints 
en WM Charches + And as to this Caſe, it 1s to be confider'd, 
11, WW that the  Miufice and Poetry was an excellent Gift of 
es WW God, mhich ought to bave been :s'd for Him; and that 
= WH ther bivb ſtrams of Love, Joy, &C. Suit none b:t the 
ve il 4dorable Saviour ;, and all their moſt warm and affetting 
ns WW Expreſſions are ſtolles from the Churchzs Adoration of 
" Criſt ; and who can doubt but the Church may t4'c 
to WM br own, whereever ſhe fiads it, whether in an 1dolatro::s 
i- WW Haſs- Boo or Prophane Love-ſung ? It was a nolle Re- 
ns Wl ſulution of him that ſaid, 


—- 
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ww 
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8, 


ll PIl Conſecrate my Magdalene to Thee—— 


th The Eyes, Meuth, Hair, which had been abns'd to 
/: Wl Inſt and Vanity were us'd to Waſh, Kiſs, Wipe the 

Feet of a Saviour : May Men and Angels Praiſe him 
ve WW jor ever and ever ! Amen. 


Books Printed for Tho. Parkhurſt. 


Piritval Songs, or, Songs of Praiſe to 'Almigh- 
'I ty God upon ſeveral Occafions. Together with 
the Song of Songs which | is Solomon's, firſt turn'd, 
then paraphras'd in Engliſh Verſe : To which may 
be added, Penitential Cries, the Fourth Edition, 
Correted with an Addition of a Sacred Poem on 
Dives and Lazarus, 

Sacramental Hymns, Colle&cd ( chiefly ) out of 
fuch Paſſages of the New Teſtament, as contain 
the moſt ſuitable Matter of Divine Praiſes in the 
Celebration of the Lord's Supper, to which is ad- 
ded, one Hymn relating to Baptiſm, and another 
to the Miniſtry : By Jof. Boyſe. 

A Colle&ion of Divine Hymns upon ſeveral Oc- 
caſions ; ſuited to our common Tunes, for the Uſe 
of Devout Chriſtians, in ſinging forth the Praiſes 
of God. 

Six Centuries of Selet Hymns ' and Spiritual 
Songs, ColleFed- out of the Bible, together with a 
Catechiſm, the Canticles, and a Catalogue of Ver- 
tuous Women. By William Barton, M. A. Fourth 
Edition. Corrected and Enlarg'd. 

Family Hymns, gathered ( moſtly ) out of the 
beſt Tranſlation of Dawid's Pſalms. 

The Pſalms of David Tranſlated into Engliſh 
Metre. By David King Biſhop of —— 

The Pſalms of David ( commonly called the 
Scots Pſalms) in Metre, Newly tranſlated and di- 
ligently comparcd with the Original Text, and 
former Tranſlations : More plain, ſmooth and a- 
greeable to the Text, than any heretofore, Rc- 
commended by fix and twenty Divines. 
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Seleit Hymns, 


Out of 
Mr. Herbert's Temple, @>c. 
The Chankſgiving. To the Tame of Pſalm 100, 


King of Griefs! (a Title truc 

Though ſtrange, and to Thee only due ) 

How can I grieve enough for Thee, 
Who in all grict preventeſt me ? 


Shall 1 weep Blood ? Thowſt wept ſuch ſtore, 
That all thy Body was one Gore, 
Shall 1 be ſcourged, flouted, ſold ? 
'Tis but to tell the Tale is told. 


Shall T then - skip the doleful Story, 

And fide with thy Triumphant Glory ? 

Shall wounds be Health ? Thy Thorns my Flower ? 
Thy Rod my Police ? Croſs my Bower ? 


How ſhall I imitate Thee, and 

Copy thy Fair, though Bloody Hand ? 
Can I pretend to reach thy Love, 
Or try who ſhould Victorious prove ? 


If thou givſt Wealth, I will reſtore, 

All back unto Thee by the Poor. 

If Thou giv'ſt Honour, Men ſhall ſee 

The Honour doth belong to Thee. : 
A 4 It 
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If Boſom-Friends ſhould rend thy Name, 
F will ' rend-thence their-tove and Fame. 
The World” and I'll fall -ont; the Year 

Shall not perceive that I am hcre. 


% 


My Muſick ſhall 'find Thee, each ſtring | 


Shall have 1ts: Attribute to ſing, 
That all may well accord in Thee, 
Aud prove one God, one Harmony. 


The Agony, To the Tizre of Pſalm 11g, 


I 


Hiloſophers have meaſur'd Hills, 
Fathow'd Seas, traced Springs, 
Walk't with their Jacob's-ſtaff to Heaven ; 

But there are two vaſt things, 
The which to meaſure, ſoung or trace, 
{t doth them moſt behove, 
Yet few or none can find their depth, 
Theſe two are Sin and Love. 
Þþ 
Who would know' Six, let him repair, 
To Olvet, and fec 
One wrung with Pains, that Skin and Hair 
And Garmeats bloody be. 
For Sin and Wrath the Wine-preſs was, 
Which ſfqueez'd Him, forcing .Pain : 
Through Soul and Body, Head and Heart, 
Hands, Feet, and eyery Vein, 


3. 
Who knows not Lzoze, ct, him but taſts 
The Juice a Sonldiers Pike 
Did ſet abroach, then -Jet him tell 
Who e're did taſte tlie: like, 


Love 


LO 


r 
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Mx. Herbert's Temple. 

Love is that Liquor paſling-ſweet, 
A Drink that is Divine, 

Tis what my God did feel as Blood, 

- But what I taſte as Winc. 


The Paſſion, To the Tre of Pſalm 10c. 


Ince Blood is fitteſt, Lord, to write 
Thy Sorrows in, and bloody flight, 
My Heart hath ſtore; write there, wherein 

One Box doth lye both Ink and Sin : 


That when Sin ſpies ſo many Foes, 


Thy Whips, thy Nails, thy Wounds, thy V/oes, 
No room for nc, and fly away. "10 


Sin being £5nc, oh fill the place, 

And keep Poſleſſion with thy Grace ; 
Leſt Sin take Courage and return, 
And all the Writings blot or burn. 


Eaſter. To the Tc of Pſalm 105, 


He Lord is riſen, ſing his Praiſe, 

Riſe thou, my Heart, without dcelaies : 
Awake my Lute, and do thy Part, 
Or ſtruggle for't with all thy Arr. 


The Croſs -hath taught this Wood Fiis Name 
To ſound, whe once did bear the ſame : 
Strecht Sinews tcach thcſe Strings, what Key 
Is beſt to celebrate tiis Day. 


Both Heart and Lute ſhall twiſt a Song, 
In Holy Conſort good and, long : 
And let thy Spirit bear a Part, 
To mend ovr faults by his {weet Art. 
7 [ got 


ro Sele# Hymms, ont of 
I got me Flowers to ſtrow the way, 
I got me Boughs of many a Tree; 
But thou waſt up by break of Day, 
And brought thy Sweets along with Thee. 


The Sun ariſing in the. Eaſt 


Though He give Light, and th' Eaſt perfume; 


If they ſhould offer to conteſt 
With thy ariſing, they preſume. 


Can there be any Day but this, 
Though many Suns to ſhine endeavour ? 
We count three Hundred, but we mis : 
There is but One and that One ever. 


Prayer. 

Rayer the Churches Banquet is, 
Prayer the Angels Age, 
Prayer the Soul in Paraphraſe, 

The Heart in Pilgrimage. 


God's breath in Man returning thither 
From whence it had its Birth ; 

Prayer the Chriſtian Plummet is 
That fonndeth Heav'n and Earth. 


Prayer reverſed Thunder is, 
And Chriſt's ſfide-peircing Spear, 
Prayer's a kind of heav'nly Tune 
Which all things hear and fear. 


Engine againſt the Almighty One, 
It is the Sinners Tower, 
The World that was a Six-days Work 
Tranſpoſing in an Hour. 
Softneſs and Peace, and Spiritual Joy, 
Prayer 1s Love and Bliſs, 


Mx." Herbert's Temple. 


It is 2s *twere the Milky-way, 
The? Bird of Paradice. 


Prayer exalted Manna is, 
And gladneſs of the beſt, 

Heaven in Ordinary tis, 
Prayer is Man well dreſt, 


The Church-Bell's heard beyond the Stars, 


It is the, Souls Heart-blood, 
A kind of Land of Spices 'tis, 
And ſomething underſtood. 


Þoly Commitinion. 


Ot in a rich or fine Aray, 
Nor in a wedge .of Gold, 

Doſt thon thy ſelf to me convey 
Who once for me waſt Sold. 


But in a way of Nouriſhmenr, 
Thou creep'ſt into my Breaſt, 

Setting my Soul upon, the wing 
To fly unto her relt. 


Give me my Captive Soul, or take 
My Body alſo thither, 

Another lift like this, will make 
Them both to be together. 


Before that Sin turn'd Fleſh to Stone, 
And all our Lump to Leaven , 

A fervent Sigh might well have blown 
Our inn'cent Earth to Heaven. 


For ſure when Adam did not know 
To Sin, or Sin to fmother ; 

He might to Heaven from Paradiſe go, 
As from one room tanother. 


12 SelefF' Hymns, out of 
Thou haſt reſtor'd us to this eaſe 
By this thy Heavenly Blood, 


Which I can go to when I pleaſe, 
And leave th' Earth to their Food. 


Antiphon, To th? Time of Pſalm 148. 


Verſ. He Heav'ns are not too high, 
His Praiſe, may thither fly 
The Earth is not too low, 
His Praiſes there may grow. 
Choy. Let all the World 
Rejoyce. and Sing 
And ſtill repeat, 
My God and King. 


Yerſ. The Church with Pſalms myſt ſhout, 
No Door can keep them out : 
But above all,- the Heart 
Muſt bear the longeſt part. 
Chor. Let all the ' World 
Rejoyce and Sing, 
And ſtill repeat, 
My God and Kinp, 


The. Temper. 


Ow ſhould I Praiſe. thee, and my Rhymes, 
Engrave thy Love in Stcel, 
It what my Soul doth feel] ſometimes, 
My Soul might ever feel. 


Though there were forty Heav'ns or more 
I peer above them all; ; 

Sometimes I hardly reach a ſcore, 
Sometimes to Hell I fall, 


My. Herbert's Temple. 


O rack me- not to ſuch extent, 
Such diſtance is for Thee : 
The World's too little for thy Tent, 

A Grave too big for me. 


Wilt thou _mete Arms with Man, or ſtretch 
Thy Duſt from Heav'n to Hell ? 

Will great God meaſire with: a Wretch ? 
Shall 'He thy Stature Spell? 


0 when thy Roof my Soul hath hid, 
Let me . but Neſtle there : 

Then of a, Sinner thou 'art rid, 
And I of Hope and Fear. 


Yet take thy way, . for -that is beſt, 
Stretch 'or Confrat thy Debtor : 

This is bnt tuning of my Breaſt 
To make the Mulick better. 


Pentecoſf. To the Tre of Pſalm 100: 


Iſten ſweet Dove unto my Song, 
And ſpread thy golden Wings on me, 

Hatching my tender Heart fo long, 

Till it get Wing, and fly with Thee. 
Where is that Fire which once deſcended 

On thy Apoſtles 2" Thon didſt then 
keep open Houſe, richly attendod, 

reaſting all Comers, by Twelve Men. 


Such glorious Gifts thou didſt beſtow, 
'That the Earth did like a Heav'n appear : 

The Stars were coming down to know 
How to mend Wages, and ſerve here. 


The Sun which once did ſhine alone, 


Hung down his Head and wiſkt for Night, 
Whea 
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7” $h 'SelefF Hynes, ' ont of 
When He beheld - twelve Suns for one, 
Tracing the World, and giving ' Light. 


But ſince thoſe Pipes of Gold, which brought 
The Cordial Water. to our ground, 

Were cut and martyrd, by their fault 
Who did themſelves through their Sides wound; 


Thou ſhui'ſt the Door, and keep'it within, 
Scarce a Joy . creeps through the Chiank : 

And if the braves of Conquering Sin ' 
Did not excite Thee, we' ſhould fink. 

Lord, though we change, thou. art the ſame, 
The ſame ſweet God of Love and Light ; 


Reſtore this Day, for thy great Name, 
Unto its ancient glorious Right. 


Dominica Trinitatis. To the Twme of Pſalm 67. 


'Hou'ſt fram'd. me out of Mud, 
Redeenvd me with thy Blood, 
And ſanQtiffd me with thy Grace, 
And all to do me good. 


My $ins done heretofore, 
Purge, for that heavy ſcore 
I do confeſs, and hate, and I 
Will ſtrive to Sin no more. 
My Heart, Mouth, Hands- in me 
With Faith, Hope, Charity 
Enrich, O Lord, that ſo I may 
Riſe, run, and reſt with Thee. 


Avarice. © To the Tune of Plalm 67. 


Oney, thou ſource of Wo, 
Although thou art ſo fine, 


id; 


67. 


Thy 


Mr. Herbert's Temple, 


Thy Parantage is baſe and low, 
Found in a dirty | Mine. 
Thou conld'ſt fo little do 
For th' Kingdom thou haſt got, 
That, Man was fain to Dig thee out 
Of thy dark « Cave and Grot. 


Brightned by Fire, thou'ſt got 
The Face of Man, for we 

Transfer our Right ; thou art the Mar 
And we but droſs to Thee. 


Man calleth Thee his Wealth, 
And yet He made Thee Rich, 

And while with pains He digs out Thee 
Himſelf falls in the Ditch. 


Submiſſion. 


Ut that thou art my Wiſdom, Lord, 
And both mine Eyes are 'thine, 
My Mind would be extreamly ſtirr'd 
for miſſing my deſign. 
Were it not better to beſtow 
Some Place or Power ..o0n me ? 
Then ſhould thy Praiſes with me grow 
And ſhare in my degree. 


But when 1 thus diſpute and grieve, 
| do reſume my 1ight ; 

And ym_ what I gace did give, 
Dilleiſe thee of thy Right. 


How know 1, if thou ſhould'ſt me raiſe 
That I ſhould then raiſe thee ? 

Perhaps great Places and thy Praiſe, 
Do not ſo well agree. 


Where- 
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Therefore unto my Gift 1, ſtand ,...... 
F will no mvre adviſe : | 


Ei, Only do thou lend me au Hand, _ DOTY 
E-\ - Since thou haſt both mine Eyes, - ] 
Mottificationt. Fc 
| --'Þ, | W 
Ow ſoon doth. ,Mait decay ? When clothes 
Took from a Cheſt, of {weets; ;- N 
To {waddle Infants, ſeem to .be 
Their little. winding Sheets,, - = | 
Boys ſtep as 'twere into their . Graves Tl 
When they go firſt to Bed - 
, Sleep binds them faſt; only . their Breath ml 
4 Shews that they are not Dead. | 
"F4q THO? He Ml 
When Youth is . frank and free, and while Ti 
13 His Veins with Blood do ſwell, _ | 
| | Calling for Mirth, his Muſick then 
| Doth ſummon to his Kncll. | As 
When Man grows ſtaid, and coyeteth | 
An Houſe and Home *'to have; ' 50 
| That Dumb incloſure maketh Love; 
"8 T* a Coffin or a Grave, Ma 
| 3, i 1 
( When Age grows low or weak, it rharks ” 
The Grave which He draws ncar, 
His Chair or Litter where He ſits | Ind 
Or lies, is like his Bier. 8 
And thus Man's laſt' Solemnity | A 
Is fixt, ere He's aware:; i150 4 
He dreſſeth -up his .Herſe, -while He ;, | Bur 


Hath Breath as yct to fpare.* 


My. Herbert's Temple. 


Miſery. To the Tune of Plalm 100, 


Ord, let the Angels Praiſe thy Name, 
Man is an empty fooliſh Thing 
folly and Sin play all his Game, 
His Houſe doth burn, yet He doth Sing. 
What ſtrange Pollutions doth He wed, 
S As if none knew his Works but He ? 
No Man ſhall beat into his Head, 
Thou canlſt within His Curtains ſee. 


The beſt of Men, turn but thine Hand 
One Moment, ſtumble at a Pin : 

They would not have their Actions ſcan'd; 
Nor Sorrow tell them, that they Sin. 


My God, Man cannot Praiſe thy Name, 
Thou art all perfect Purity : 

The Sun holds down his Head for ſhame 
Eclipſed, when we ſpeak of Thee: 


As dirty Hands foul all they touch, 

And thoſe things moſt, which are molt fine : 
So our Clay-Hearts, ev'n when we Sing 

Thy Praiſes, make them lefs Divine. 


Man cannot ſerve Thee, let Him go, 

And ſerve the Swine, where's his Delight : 
He likes not Vertue ; let him have 

His Dirt to wallow in all Night. 


Indeed at firſt, Man was 4 Treaſure, 
A Box of precious Rarities, 

A Ring whoſe Poſie was, my Pleaſurs 
A Garden in a Paradice. 


But Sin hath fool'd him, now He is 
A Lump of Fleſh, without a Wing, 
| B 


Þi- to 


eN 18 _ Hymns, out of 


To raiſe Him to the Glimpſe of Bliſs ; 
A Veſſel daſh'd on every Thing, 


Pbedience, To the Tune of Pſalm 67. 


Y God, if Writings may 
Convey Eſtates away, 
Why may not this poor Paper do 
For me as much as they. 
On it my Heart doth bleed 
As many Lines, as need 
To paſs it ſelf away, and 1 
Own it my A& Sid Deed. 


If that hereafter Pleaſure 

Cavil, and claim her Meaſure, 
[ here exclude the wrangler from 

Any part of thy Treaſure. 


Oh, let thy Sacred Will 
All thy delight fulfil ; 

Let me not Think or A&, but as 
Relign'd up to thy $kill. 


Lord, what is Man to Thee 
But as a rotten Tree ? 

Yet ſince thou ſeeſt all, thou canſt 
As will me Guide, as ſee. 


He that will paſs his Land 

With me, may ſet his hand 
Unto this Deed, to both our Goods, 

If He to it will ſtand, 


How happy were my Part, 
If ſome one will his heart 
Enter with me in Heav'ns Court-Rolls, 
Far above our Deſert, 
5 Home. 


M-. Herbert's Temple. 


Pome, To the Time of Plalm 100. 


me Lord, my Head and Heart is ſick 
Whilſt thou doſt ever, ever ſtay : 
Thy long delaies wound to the quick, 
My Spirit gaſpeth Night and Day. 
How can'ſt thou ſtay, ſeeing the pace 
The Blood did make which thou didſt waſte ? 
Viewing it trickle down thy Face, 
| never ſaw thing make ſuch haſte. 


When Man was loſt, thou lookſb about 
To ſee what help in th' Earth or Sky ; 

But there was none, no help without, 
The help did in thy Boſom lye. 

There lay thy Son ; and muſt He leave 
That Hive of ſweetneſs, to remove 

Thraldom from thoſe, who at a Feaſt 
Left not one Apple for thy Love. 


He did, He came ; O Saviour Dear, 
After all this canſt thou be ſtrange ? 
$0 long baptiz'd, and not appear, 
As if thy Love could fail or change. 
Yet if thou ſtay'ſt, why muſt I ſtay ? 
My God, what is this World to me ? 
This World of Wo? Ye Clouds, away, 
Away ; I muſt get up and ſee. 


ith one ſmall Sigh, the other Day 
| blaſted all the Joys about me ; 
\nd ſcouling, as they paſt away, 
Now come again, faid I, and flout me. 


oth Drought and Dearth, both Buſh agd Brake, 
Which way fo ere I look, I fee; 
'B2 
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We may Dream here, but when we wake, 
We dreſs our ſelves and come-to Thee. . - 


We talk of Harveſts ; there: are none, 

But when we leave our Corn and Hay ; 
The fruitful Year is that which brings 

The laſt and lov'd, though dreadful Day. 


This Frame, this Knot of Man untye, 
That my free Soul may uſe her wing, 
Now pinion'd with Mortality, _ 
As an entangled hamper'd thing, 
What's left, that I ſhould ſtay and groan ? 
The moſt of me to Heav'n is fled : 
My Thoughts and Joys packt up and gone, 
And for their old Acquaintance plead. 


Oh ſhew me, in thy Temple here 
Thy wondrous Grace, thy ſpecial Love, 
Or take me up to dwell with Thee, 
Within thy glorious Houſe above, 


Duineſs. 


Hy langiſh I, as if all Earth, 
Thus drooping, dead and dull ? 
O give me quickneſs, that 'with Mirth 
| may Thee Praiſe brim-full. 
The wanton in a curious ſtrain 
Can Praiſe His faireſt Fair ; 
And with quaint Metaphors, again 
Curl o're her curled Hair, 


Thou alone, Beauty are to me, 
Lovelineſs, Life and Light ; 
Thy bloody Death and undeſery'd, 
Makes thee pure Red and White. 
Ng Where 


Ms. 'Herbert's Temple. 


Where are my Lines? Approaches? Views : 
Where are my Window-Songys ? 

Lovers pretending are, their Muſe 
Is ſharp'ned by their wrongs. 

But I am loſt in Fleſh, and mock't 
By ſugar'd Fallacies ; 

Sure thou didſt put a Mind in me, 
Could I find where'it ties; 

Lord, clear thy Gift that I may look 
Twards Thee with conſtant Wit ; 

Look, for to Love Thee, who can be, 
Yea Lord, what Angel fit. 


Pan's Medley, To the Tine of Pſalm 113. 


Ha the chirping Birds do ſing, 
| And how theecctving Woods do ring , 
Birds have their, Joys,, and Man hath his : 
Yet if we judge and rightly meaſure, 
Mans real Joy and ſolid Pleaſure 
Hereafter more than preſeat is. 


Not that He may not ſometimes here, 
Taſt of that Joy; and pleaſant cheer ; 
But as Birds drinking lift their Heads, 
50 muſt He ſip, and taſting think 
Of that new Wine, that better drink, 
Which He ſhall have, when He is Dead. 


2 


But as his-Pleaſures then are double, 
S0 are his Cares, and Grief, and Trouble, 
He hath two Wiaters to their one ; . 
Both Froſts and Thoughts do ſomerimes Nip 
As well his Conſcience as his Lip ; 
'Tis Man that fears two Deaths alone. 


B 3 Yet 
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Yet after all, the greateſt 'Griefs; | 
May be turn'd into his Reliefs, 
Could He but take them i: their Ways : 
Happy is He, whoſe well-tan'd Heart 
Can by a new and heav'nly Art; 
Turn double Pains to double Praiſe, 


Gatefulneſs. 


Hou that haſt giv*n. ſo much to me, 
Give more, a thankful Heart '; 
See how thy Beggar works'on thee 
By an allowed Art. PO ail 


He makes thy. Gifts occaſion more ; 
If He in this be croſt,  * 

All thou haſt giv'n him heretofore 
Is givn in vain and loſt. 


But thou didſt reckon, when at firft E 
Thy Word our Hearts did crave 

What it would come to at the, wor A 
Such wretched Souls to fave. * 

Perpetual kn6ckings at thy Door, T 


Tears ſullying thy Rooms, .. - : 
Gift « re much would have more ; 
An 


in this way it comes., 


This notwithſtanding thou went'ſt on, 
And didſt allow our Noiſe : 

Nay, thou haſt made a Sigh and Groan 
Thy Pleaſure and thy Joys, 


Not that thou haſt not Tunes above 
Better than groans can make; 

But that theſe Country-Airs thy Love 
[s pleas'd to like and take. 


Where- 


Mr. Herbert's Temple. 


Wherefore I cry, and cry again, 
Thou at no reſt canſt he, 

Till I a thankful Heart obtain, 
Which I may uſe for Thee. 


Not thankful for a fit, as if 
Thy Bleſſings had ſpare Days : 

But ſuch a Heart, whoſe Pulſe may beat 
Continually thy Praiſe. 


Paaile, 


King of Glory, King of Peace 
I will Thee chiefly Love : 
And that my Love may never ceaſe 
I will Thee daily move. 


For thou haſt granted. my requeſt, 
Thou haſt me freely heard : 

And thou doſt Note my working Breaſt 
Thou haſt me gently ſpar'd, 


And therefore with my utmoſt Art, 
| will thy Glory fing : 

The very Cream of all my Heart, 
| will a Preſent bring. 


And though my Sins againſt me cryd, 
Thou didſt me fully clear : 

And when in Terrours they reply'd, 

Thou didſt my Prayers hear. 


hen ſey'n whole Days, not one in ſev'n 
| will thy Honour Praiſe : 

And in my Heart, though not in Heav'n, 
| will thy Glory raiſe. 

Vhen 1 grew Soft and Moiſt with Tezrs, 
Thou alſo didft relent : 
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And when thy Juſtice call'd for Fears, 
Thou didſt in Grace diſſear. 


Now ſmall it is, in this Poor fort 
Thy Name for to enrol : 
Eternity it ſelf's too ſhort 
Thy Praiſe for to extol. 


Longing. To the Tune of Pſalm 67. 


Ith ifick and famiſht Eyes, 
Doubling Knees, weary Bones, 
To Thee my Sighs and Tears aſcend, 
To Thee my Cries and Groans. 


My T':roat, my Soul is hoarſe, 
Heart wither'd like a Ground 
Which thou didſt Curſe : My Thoughts make me 


Giddy by turning round. 


Bowels of Pity, Hear, 
Thou true Love of my Mind, 

Let not my Words and thy Name there, 
Be ſcatterd by the Wind, 


Look oa my Sorrows ! Mark 
My Furnace ! O what Flame ! 

What heat doth in my Heart abide ; 
What Grief there is ! What Shame! 


Lord Jeſus, thou didſt bow 
The Head upon the Tree, 

Shall He that made the Ear, not hear ? 
O be not Deaf to me, 


Behold thy Duſt doth ſtir, 
It creeps, it aims at Thee : 

And every Crumb therein ſaith, Come, 
Wilt thou not ſuccour me ? ; 


Thon 


Mr. Herbert's Temple. 


Thou tarrieſt, ,while I fall 

To nothing : Thou doſt Reign 
And rule on high, while I thy Child 

ln bitter Grief remain. 


Lord Jefus, Hear my Heart 
That hath been broke fo long, : 

Thy Beggars grow, and every Part 
Of it hath got a Tongue. 


My Love, my ſweetneſs Hear, 
As thy Feet lies my Heart, 

Oh heal my troubled Breaſt, which crics 
And dies : Pluck out thy Dart, 


The Call. To the Tune of Pſalm 100. 


Come, my VVay, my Truth, my Life, 

Thou'rt ſuch a Way as gives ns breath ; 

And ſuch a Truth, as Ends all ſtrife, 
And ſuch a Life, as killeth Death. 


Ocome, my Light, my Feaſt, my Strength, 
Ev*n ſuch a Lizht, as ſhews a Feaſt : 

And ſuch a Feaft, as mends in length ; 
And ſuch a Strength, as makes his Gueſt. 


O come, my Joy, my Love, my Heart, 
Evn ſuch a Joy, as none can move ; 

And ſuch a Love, as none can Part ; 
And ſuch a Heart, as Joys in Love. 


The Deatch. 


Hether, O whether art thou fled, 
My gracious Lord, my Love ? 
My Searches are my daily Bread, 
Yet don't ſucceſsful prove. 
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/' My Knees pierce th? Earth, mine Eyes the sky, 
/ And yet the higher Sphere 
f And lower Centre, both deny 

To me, that thou art there. 


Yet can I mark, how Herbs below 
Are Freſh, grow Green and Gay : 

As if to meet Thee, they did know 
Whilſt I Dye and Decay. 


Yet can I mark, how Stars above 
Simper, as were, and ſhine, 

As having Keys unto thy Love, 
Whilſt I grow Pale and Pine. 


I ſent a Sigh to ſeek Thee out 
Drawn from my Breaſt in Pain, 
Wing'd like an Arrow, but my Scout 

Alas! return'd in Vain. 


T turnd another ( having ſtore) 
Into a deeper groan, 
Becauſe the ſearch was Dumb before ; 


But, ah me! all was one. 
Where is my God ? What hidden Place 
Conceals Thee from me ſtill ? | 


What Covert dares Eclipſe thy Face ? 

My God, 15 it thy Wil ? 
O let not that of any thing 

Be it ; let rather Braſs \ 
Or Steel, or Mountains be thy Ring, 

And I through them will paſs. 


Thy Will ſuch an intrenching is, 
As paſſeth humane Thought ; 
To it all Strength, all ſubtilties 
Are but as things of Novught. 


Mr. Herbert's Temple. 


O tzke theſe Bars, theſe lengths away, 
Turn again and reſtore me ; 

Be not Almighty -( ſhall-I fay ) 
Apainſs me, Lord, but for me. 

When thou doſt turn and wilt be near, 
What Edge is there ſo keen ; 

What Point ſo piercing can appear, 
As ance to come between ! 

For as thy abſence doth excel 
All other diſtance known 

$ doth thy nearneſs bear the Bell, 
Making of two but one. 


Giek. 


H, who will give me Tears ? come dwe!! 
VVithin my Eyes, ye Springs ; 
Come Clouds and Rain, my Grict hath need 
Of all the VVatry things. 


Each Vein ſuck up a River, to 
Supply theſe weary Eyes ; 

My Eyes too dry, uuleſs they get 
New Conduits, new Supplies. 


VVhat- can Man do, that little VVorld, 
VVith his two little Spours ? 

The greater VVorld cannot provide 
for all my Griefs and Doubts. 


Verſes too fine for my rough Griefs 
Muſt here be Dumb and Mute ; 

Their ronning ſuits my Eyes, but meaſure 
vuits beſt ſome Lovers Lure. 

His narrow Grief will him allow 

' The ſofter-ſtrain and Rhyme ; 

My harſher Sorrows do exclude 

Both Meaſure, Tune and Time. Sclt- 
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Self-Condemnatton. To the Tine of Pial,1 1 3, 


Hou who condemneſt Jewiſh Hate, 
For chuling of a Murderer 
Before a Saviour, Lord of Glory ; 
Look back upon. thy own Eſtate, 
Call home thine Eye ( that wanderer ) 
That thine own Choice may be thy Story, 


He that doth Love, and Love amiſs, 
This VVorld before true Chriſtian Joy, 
How doth He make a Jewiſh Choice ? 
The VVorld an ancient Murderer 1s, 
Thouſands it hath and doth deſtroy, 
VVith her enchanting Looks and Voice. 


y 


He that hath made a ſorry VVedding 

Between his Soul and Gold ; preferr'd 
Falſe Gain and Riches before true, 

Hath done what He condemns in Reading, 

Hath Sold for Money His Dear Lord, 
And is Himſelf a Judas-Jew. 


Thus we prevent the laſt great Day 
And judge our ſelves, that Light which Paſſion 
And Sin before did Dim and Choak, 
VVhen once theſe Snuffs are ta'ne away, 
Shines bright ev'a unto Condemnation, 
And that without Excuſe or Cloak. 


Pitter-Sweet. To, the Twi of Pſalm 67. 


H my Dear angry Lord ! 

A Since thou doſt Love yet ſtrike ; 

Thou dolt caſt down, yet help afford, 
Sure I will do the like. 


I will 
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Mr. Herbert's Tempk. 


I will complain, yer Praiſe 
Bewail and yet approve : 

And all my other ſowre-{weet Days 
[ will lament yet Love. 


The Glance. To the Time of Pſalm 100. 
Wi firſt thy ſweet and gracious Eye, 


Vouchſat'd in midſt of Youth and Night 


To look on me, who Jay before 
In Sia, I felt a ſtrange delight; 


Since that Time many a bitter Storm 


P've felt, which would have quite deſtroy'd 


My Soul, had the malicious Harm 
His ſway and ſwing fully enjoy'd. 


But the firſt Joy, ſprung from thine Eye, 
Did ſtill ſo work within my Soul, * 
That after all it got the Day, 
And did the ſurging Griefs controul. 


If the firſt Glance ſo powerful be, 
Mirth open'd and feal'd up again, 
VVhat wonders ſhall we feel at laſt, 
VVhen thou ſhalt look us ont of Pain ? 


VVhen we ſhall ſee thy full ey'd Love ; 
And that one Heav*nly glorious Light, 
More than a thouſand Suns above 
Shall be disburſing joyful Light. 


daron, To the Tune of Pſalm 100. 


Olineſs written on the Head, 
Light and PerteCtions on the Breaſt, 
Harmonious Bells raiſing the Dead 
To Life : Thus are true Aarons dreſt, 
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But, oh, prophaneneſs in my Head, 
Defects and darkneſs in my Breaſt, 
A noiſe of Paſſions like a Knell ; 
Ala, poor Prielt, thus am I dreſt. 


And yet I have another Head, 
Chrilt is my only Heart and Breaſf, 
He is my Muſick cauling Life ; 
In him alone I am well drelt. 
Now again, Holy in my Head, 
Perfect and Light in Heart and Breaſt, 
My Dottrine tun'd by Chriſt, who lives 
In me; Come People, Aaror's drelt. 


Diſcipline, To the Time of Pſalm 67. 


Throw away thy Rod, 
*And throw away thy Wrath, 
Thon art my Saviour and my God, 
O take the gentle Path. 


Thou ſeeſt my Hearts dcſire 
Unto thy Will is bent : 

To nothing I do more aſpire 
Than to a full Conſent. 


There's not a Word or Look 

That I affe&t to own, 

But what I have or learn by Book, 
And that thy Book alone. 
And though I fail, I weegz- 
And though I halt in Pace, 

Yet ſtili I go or rather creep 
Unto the Throne of Grace. 


Then let thy Wrath remove, 
And Love will do the Deed : 
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My. Herbert's Temple. 


For with thy Blood, and with thy Love, 
Theſe ſtony Hearts will bleed. 


Thy Love is ſwift of Foot, 

Thy Love's a Man of War, 
That is viQtorious and can ſhoor, 

And hit onr Hearts from far. 


And who can ſcape this Bow ? 
For that which wrought on Thee, 

That brought thee down, and made thee low, 
Needs muſt it work on me. 


O throw away thy Rod : 

And though Man frailties hath, 
Yet we are Creatures, thou art God, 
O throw away thy Wrath. 


The Invitation, To the Tune of Pſalm 100. 


Ome hither, all whoſe Heart and Taſte 

1 Savours this Earth : Here mend your fare; 
od hath prepar'd and is a Feaſt, 

in whom alone all dainties are. 
ome hither, you, -whom Love of Wine 
Hath made you Drink for hurt, not good : 
ow weep what you have drunk amiſs, 

And cat his Fleſh and drink his Blood. 
ome hither, all whom Fear and Pain 
Arraigns, and brings your Sins to light, 
aſte and fear not, for God is here, 

Who will on Sin return the fright. 


ome hither, all whom Joy 'deſtroys, 

And r2kes you graze without your bounds : 
re 15a Joy that drowns all Joys, 

As doth a Floud the lower grounds, 

Come 
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Come hither, all whom Love exalts, 
And lifts you up unto the sky : 
Bere is Love breathing ev'a in Death, 
Which after Death can never Dye. 


Thus Lord, I have invited all, 
And till I will invite to Thee ; 

For it doth ſeem but Juſt and Right, 
That where all 1s, there all ſhonld be. 


Deſertion. To the Tire of Pſulm 67. 


Oul's Joy, when thon art gone 
( Which yet ſure cannot be, 
Becauſe thou doſt abide in me, 
And I depend on Thee. ) 


Yet when thou doſt ſuppreſs 
The Joy of thy abode, 

And in my Power not ſtir abroad, 
But leave me to my Load. 


Oh, what a Damp doth ſeize 
My Soul ! no ſtormy Night 
Can fo afflit or ſo affright, 
As thy eclipſed Light. 
Ah Lord! do not withdraw 
Thy Love, leſt Sin appear ; 
And, when thou doſt but ſhine leſs clear, 
Say that thou art not here. 


And then what Life I have, 

When Sin doth rave and boaſt, 
That I may ſeek, but thou art Joſt ; 

Thou, and alone thou know it. 


Oh, what a deadly Cold 


Doth make me half believe 
That. Sia faith true ! but while 1 grieve; 


Thou com'ſt and dofſt relieve. Death, 


Sele# Hymns, out of 


Mr. Herbert's Temple. 


Death. To the Time of Pſalm 100. 


Eath thou waſt once an uncouth thing, 
Hid*ous, and nothing elſe byt Bones ; 
Mouth open, but thou couldit nor ting, 
The ſad Effects of ſadder Groans. 


For we were wont to look on 'T hee, 
As at ſome nine or ten Years hence; 
Fleſh turn'd to Duſt, and Bones to ſticks, 
After the loſs of Life and Sence, 


On this ſide of Thee we did look, 
We ſhot too ſhort, whence we did find 
Duſt drawing Tears but ſhedding none, 
The Shells of Fledge Souls lcft behind. 


But ſince our. Sav'ours Dcath hath put 
Some Blood and Vigour in thy Face, 

Thon art much ſought for as a good, 
Thou art grown Fair and full of Grace. 


TY .& 

We now behold Thee gay and glad, WYLIG 
As thou wilt be at Judgment-Day, "Th 66.4 
hy Bones with Beauty ſhall be clad, 

When Souls ſhall wear their new aray 


herefore we can go Dye as Sleep, 

And ſafely truſt half that we have ; 
Making our Pillows Down or Duſt ) 
Unto an honeſt, faithful Grave; 
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New Teltament-Hymns, 


Taken out of 


All 
Dr. Woodford's PARAPHRASE, by 
And Turn'd into the 
To 
Common Metre. |: 
BY |: 
d 
The Dong of the Blefſed Utrgin. He 
S Wi 
Y Soul doth maguifie the Lord 6G 

My Spirit in Him rejoyce ; 
My Saviours Praiſes to Record, Ie 
My Spirit provokes my Voice. T 
Nor Soul nor Spirit, my Will or Mind, ” 
Shall in his Praiſe lye ſtill ; i 
With Voice and Lyre, Ill all my Powers has : 
Summon to ſheiy their $kill. T, 
2. Vn 
[The Church, his Handmaids low Eſtate Pa 

He kindly did regard , 

He from on high view'd the ſad State, Th 

Which David's Houſe preſt hard, 
But now all Nations ſhall the Church Sy, 
Call above others Bleſt, V 


David's 
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New Teſtament-Hymns, &c; 


David's Seed we of David's Throne 
Eternally poſleſt. 


3. 
Great are the Works that He hath done, 
Who himſelf is great of Might ; 
But of all Names, *Tis Holineſs 
That does him moſt Delight : 
All Names but that of Mercy, which 
7 | In him is ſtill the ſame, 
©? Ete does to Generations keep, 
With them, who fear his Name. 


4+ 
To all beſides by's Arm He's known, 
His Strength none can repel ; 
His Arm alone the proud pulls down, 
Spoils Plots laid deep as Hell. 
He Kingdoms ſways and gives the Crowns 
To thoſe Ith* Duſt who lay ; 
With good things He the hungry fills, 
Sends Rich empty away. 


$. 

[rel thus hath He filVd, thus raig'd ; 
Thus raigd, He doth uphold ; 

Fing mindful of ( his Name be prais'd ) 
His Cov*gant paſt: of; qld : 

\ccording to his Promiſe made 
To Ab bam and his Seed, 

Vn all whom Abrbams Faith doth make 
Parties unto the Deed, 


The Song of 3acharias. To the Tune of 


Pſalm 100; 
| SraePs great God bs ever prais'd, 
Who 1/”e} from the Duſt bath rais% ; 
C 2 
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He's mindful of his ancient:Care, 
Forgotten when we thought we were. 


1ſrel to viſit He came down, 

The Priſon Doors wide open thrown : - 
Redemption for us He hath wrought, 
And to the Throne the Captive brought. 


To David's Throne, and *tis his Son 
Sprung from his Loyns, holds David's Throne ; 
With Empire, which no time can bound, 


With Subjedts in all Countreys found. , Th 
By Prophets which have been of old "a 
In evry Age He this foretold ; Ir 
For ev'ry Agt have Prophets been, T' 
E're ſince the World did firſt begin. De 

| To 


This to foretel, that God our State 
Would fave, and our wrongs vindicate, 
Not for our ſakes, but to perform 

The Mercy promiſed and Sworn. 


Promis'd the Fathers, who firſt were, 
But which He did to Abrham ſwear 
By facred Oath, to be no more 
Doubted, though ſtabliſtyt *twas before. 


God the moſt High by Himſelf ſwore, 

That we from Heay*n ſhould have the Powet 
His noble Service to attetid, 

Fearleſs of all that may offehd. 


( Deliver'd from our En'mies. Hands, 
Their captive Chains, and ſervile Bands ) 
In Righteovfneſs and Holy Praiſe, 


Which conſtant laſt, through all our Days. As ni 
And now He comes who this hath wrought, "In 
Who hath this great Salyation brought : Mz 


And 


- 


By. Woodford's Paraphraſe. 
And now His Prophet ſhall prepare 


His Ways, which deep and wondrous are ; 


To teach and make his //el know, 


Whence their Salvation's ſonrce doth flow : 


That from Remiſſion of their Sin 
The mighty ſource dath firſt begin : 


Through tender Mercy, He the way 
To Pardon does by Grace diſplay, 
That Grace whereby Day-ſpring on high 


Viſits with Streams, ' which ne're ſhall dye 


Streams of a pure Xtheral Light, 
Thine on thoſe who in Darkneſs it ; 
Death's ſhadow ſhall with Rays increaſe, 
To guide our Feet i'th* ways of Peace. 


The Song of Simeon, 


I, 
þ gh! my God, I beg no more: 
Thou canſt no more beſtow ! 
My Pray*rs are anſ{wer'd, I adore 
The Word, which forth did go ; 


The Word, which like Thee knows no change, 


| am content to Dye, 
he Time is fitteſt now, Lord, fincc 
Thy Word and Life's ſo nigh : 
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Nigh is the Word, nor hath Death come 

Me and thy Chriſt berwcen , 

As nigh is Life, thy other Word, 

Thas happy have I been. o 
Two Werds, fulfilld one, tother ſeen, 
Makes me detire to dve : 
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In Peace, my God, I dye; and Thou 
In Peace diſmiſſeſt me, 
Since with theſe Eyes, before their Change, 
I thy Salvation ſee. 
I need not riſe to ſee, as they 
Who by Faith only ſaw 
What I within my Arms do hold, 
The end of all their Law. 


4+ 

Hail bleſt Salvation ! Hail thou 
Who bring'ſt it, Bleſſed Child ! 

In whom, as Holy Men foretold, 
All Truths ſhall be fulfill'd : 

Hail Saviour and Salvation ! 
Prepar'd of God to be 

This lower World's Redemption, 
And th' Angels ſcrutiny. 


$. 
Such is thy Cov'nant, who before 
All Nations doſt prepare 
What ſhall with Praiſe all Nations fill, 
As in Him all have ſhare, 
He, as a Sun, to a dark World 
Shall riſe with ſcatter'd Light ; 
But J/rels Glory ſhall with Rays 
Be like his own Flames Bright. 


233 New Teftament-Hymns, ont of. 
Who would not mortal Life exchange 
For Immortality. © 
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| Dr. Woodford's Paraphraſe. 39 


Adozation ofthe Twenty Four Elders. 
Rev. 11.17. To the Tyne of Pſalm 100. 


Hou'rt worthy Honour to receive, 
Honour'd are we, who Honour give : 
Thou 1n one ow, colleted haſt 
All Time, the Future, Preſent, Paſt. 


We Praiſe Thee, Lord, for that thou'ſt ta'ne 
To Thee thy Power, and doſt Reign; 4 
Thy Wrath 1s come, and ſo the Time 
When thou wilt Sentence ev'ry Crime. 


'And hence the Nations troubled are, 
The Dead muſt for their Judge prepare ; 
They riſe, and as their Works have been, 
Glory or Shame's on all brows ſeen, 


Saints, Prophets, all that fear thy Name, 
Both ſmall and great, ſhall Praiſe the ſame ; 
But Vengeance ſtops the Sinners Mirth, 

And Spoils the Spoilers of the Earth. 


The Song of Moles and the Lamb, 


Rev. 15. 3. To the Time of Pſalm 148 


Ow mighty are thy Works, 
And marvellous thy Prailc ! 
Lord God Almighty, Juſt 
And True are all thy Ways. 
Bleſt King of Saints, 
Who would nor ftcar 
Thy Preſence dread, 
Which Thrones rexerc ? 
Who would not fear Thee, Lord ? 
Who would not glorihc | 
C 4 ]T itt 


40 New Teſtament-Hymnsg, out of 
That wondrous Name of thine, 
Which thou halt rais'd fo high ; y 
Thy Holy Name 
By which thou'rt known, 
For Holincſs 
Is thine alone. 


I) rad wo OE) 


Take then, thou bleſſed King, 
Whar 1s thy proper due, 
And through all Coaſts and Lands 
Thy proper right purſue. 
That ev'ry Coaſt 
And every Land, | 
May worſhip Thee, = 
And wondring ſtand. 


Tl 
Joy at the overthzow of Babylon, | 
Rev. 9. 1, Tothe Tune of Pſalm 100. 
; T 
Ing Hallelujah to our King, 
Honour and Pow'r and Glory ſing : Fo 
For true and righteous are his Ways ; 
He both deſerves and hath our Praiſe. 
iP Moſt trae and righteous 15 his Doom, 
LONE.! Who hath in Judgment overcome ; Go 
| The Whore ſtands chain'd and dumb withal, 
Without a Friend or. Voice to call. Al 
For judg'd ſhe is, who th' Earth did ſtain 
With a vile proſtituted Train ; 
He hath aveng'd the Blood ſhe ſhed, W 
She dying cver, 15 never Dead. ; 
Sing, Halleljah to our King, He 
Worſhip and Laud and Praiſes bring : | 
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Dr. Woodford's Paraphraſe. 


Behold how up her ſmoak docs riſe! 
Who dying ever, never dyes. \ 


Evn ſo, Amen; Lord, be it fo! 

That all the Earth thy Power may know : 
That all one Song with us may Sing, 
Eva Hallelujah to our Kiag, 


Taptiſmal Covriuant, 


( Moſtly ) out of the Book of Pſalms. 


Exod. 15. 2. 


Hou art my God : I will prepare 
For Thee a dwelling Place : 
Thou art my Fathers God ;, and I 
Will Praiſe thy wondrous Grace. 


Pſal. 22. 4. 


Thou art my Fathers God ;, and they 
Truſting in Thee were glad 

For all thy ſaving Health, whillt I 
As yet no being had. 


Gen, 17. 7. Dent. 17. 9. 


God of my Fathers, and their Sccd, 
For ſo thy Cov nant is : 
And thou doſt keep thy Cov'nant furc 
To thouſands of Degrees, 
Exod, 21. 6. 
When at the Door the Ear was bord, 
The Servant leaves it ncver ; 


He is a Servant in that Houſe 
He and his Sced for ever. 


42 New Teſtament-Hymne, out of 


Pſalm 36. 16. and 116, 16. 


Now I am here,- thy Servant, Lord, 
One born within thy Houſe : 

Son of thy Handmaid, Son of Prayer, 
A Son of Tears and Vows. 


Pſalm 22. 9g. and 71.6. 


Thou took it me from my Mothers Womb, 
When my firſt Breath I drew, 
Where I was euriouſly wrought, 
All Praiſe to Thee 1s-due. 


Pſalm 22, 9, 10. 


My Parents then devoting me, 
Upon Thee I was caſt : 
And from my Mothers Belly, Thou 
My God in Cov'nant waſt. 
And while a feeble Infant, I 
Hung on my Mothers Breaſt, 
Thou mad'ſt me hope, for there I had 
This ground of Hope and Reſt ; 
That being in thy Family 
Thy Charge I there became ; 
Thou waſt my Father, and my God : 
I bore on me thy Name. 


Pſalm 71. 5. 


' 

| Then in purſuance of thy Word 

[ Thy Covenant of Truth, 

Thou gav'ſt me Grace, and waſt the Guide 
And Hope of my Raw Youth, 


Pſalm 22. 10, 


By all Engagements, and by Vows 
FF. Renewed, I am thine : 
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And thou art from that Time to this 
By the ſame Title mine. 
Pſalm 71. 9. 


And now when Age and Troubles come 
Lord, for thy former Love, 

Leave me not here diſtreſt below, 
Till lodged fafe above. 

Loſe not an ancient Servant, Lord, 
Whoſe Work is almoſt done, 

Who took'ſt me firſt into thy Houſe 
Before my Work begun. 

Pſalm 71. 18. 


Leave me not, Lord, till I have taught 
Theſe Babes to know thy Will : 

That as Pve praisd my Fathers God, 
My Seed may own Thee ſtill. 


An Dde. 


H Me! 
What a Wretch ſhould I be, 
Should I ſuffer what I ſce, 
That my Sins do require ? 
There 1s none of them ſo ſmall, 
That for Vengeance doth not call, 
And for bitterneſs and gall, 
Loſs of Body, Soul and all, 
| Inthe Pit of wo and thrall; 
Tis no leſs than endleſs Fire, 
That in Juſtice is their hire. 
2. 
SIn, Sin, 
With my Life did begin, 
And I have liv'd therein, 
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44 Nw Teſtameit-Hymns, out of 
All my Days heretofore ; 
Sins of Head, Heart, Hands and Tongue, 
Through my Life all along, 
Like a thred have they run, 
Binding me to be undone, 
So many and great they're grown, 
That if juſtice Scan the ſcore 
I muſt periſh evermore. 


ak 
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3. 


Poor I 
Whether now ſhall I fly, 
To be ſet Liberty, 

From this depth of Miſery ? 
'Tis not Sea, 'tis not Shore, 
"Tis not all the Indian Ore 
Tis not Rome with all her Store 
That hath Salve to Cure my Sore ; 
Only Orc can me reſtore, 

To that Altar I will fy, 

There I'll Live, there I'll Dye. 


4» 


Save, Save, 

Mercy, Lord, do I crave, 

Other refuge none I have, 
But thy Mercy to implore : 

Look upon me through the Side 

That the Spear made ſo wide : 

Look on me through Him that dyd, 

And for Sin was crucifyd ; 

Grant his wounds my Sins may hide, 
And his Blood may croſs my ſcore, 
And I ask but one thing more. 


5. Grace, 


. Woodford's Paraphraſe. 43? 


, 
4 
5. $ 


Grace, Grace, 

In my Heart do thou place, 

That I may run the Race, 
Which thy Laws do require : 

Give me Lord I humbly ſue 

Grace to know, Grace to do, 

Grace that may me ſo renew, 

And confirm and perfe@ too, 

That when Death ſhall claim its due, 
Grace in Glory may expire, 
This 15 All my Deſire. 
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A Catalogue of Books Printed for Tho. 
Parkhurſt at the Bible and Three 


Crowns i Cheapſide. 
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: Nnotations upon the Holy Bible, wherein 
the ſacred Text is inſerted, and various 

Readings annexed, together -with Parallel Scrip- 
tures, the more difficult Terms in each Verſe are 
explain'd, ſeeming Contradi&ions reconciled, Que- 
ſtions and Doubts Reſolved, and the whole Text 
open'd; in two Yol. Fol, By the late Reverend 
and Learned Divine Mr. Mat. Podl. | 

The Chriſtian in compleat Armour; or, a Trea- 
tiſe of the Saints War againſt the Devil, where a 
diſcovery is made of that Grand Enemy of God and 
his People, in his Policy, Power, Seat of his Em- 
pire, wickedneſs and chief Deſign againſt the Saints, 
A Magazine oped, from whence the Chriſtian is 
furniſhed with Spiritual Arms for the Battle, help- 
ed on with his Armour, taught the uſe of his Wea- 
pon, together with the happy Iſſue of the whole 
War. By W. Gurnal M. A. of Emanuel Colledge, 
lixth Edition, Fol. 

One Hundred Sele& Sermons on ſeveral Texts 
of Scripture. By Tho. Horton, D. D. Fol. 

Sermons and Diſcourſes on ſeveral Divine Sub- 
jets by the late Reverend and Learned Mr. Da- 
vid Clarkſon, B. D. and Fellow of Clare-Hall Cam- 
bridge, Fol. | 

A Body of Practical Divinity conſiſting of above 
One 
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Books 


PriMEAfor Tho. Parkiurlt. 


one hundred feventy ſix Sermons on the leſſer Ca- 
techiſm, compoſed by the Reverend Aſſembly- of 
Divines at Weſtminſter ;, with a Supplement of ſome 
Sermons on ſeveral Texts of Scripture. By Tho. - 


Watſon formerly Miniſter of St, Stephens Walbrook, 
London, Fol. 

A Paraphraſe on the New Teſtament, with 
Notes Doctrinal and PraQtical, by plainneſs and 
reds ag to the Uſe of Religious Families, in 
their daily Reading of the Scriptures; and of the 
Younger and Poorer ſort of Miniſters, who want 
fuller _ With an Advertiſement af Difficul- 
ties in the Revelation, ſecond Edition :Corrected. 
dy the late Reverend Mr. Rich. Baxter. þ. 

Diſcourſes upon the Rich Man and Zazarus. 
ty Timothy Cruſo. Octavo, 

Redemption of Time, the Wiſdom and Duty of 
Chriſtians in Evil Days. ' By . Job» Wade Miniſter 
at Hammer ſmith. 

The Confirming Work of Religion, and its great 
Things made plain by their Primary Evidences and 
Demonſtrations ; whereby the meaneſt in the 
Uhurch may;ſfoon be made able to render a ratio- 
tal Account of their Faith. By Rob. Fleming, Au- 
thor of the Fulfilling of the Scriptures. Now Pub- 
uhd by Daniel Burgeſs, the ſecond Edition. 

A New Creature, or a ſhort Diſcourſe opening 
he Nature, Properties and Neceſſity of the great 

ork of the New Creation upon the Souls of 

£0, On Gal. 6. 15. 

A Family Altar ere&ed to the Honour of the E- 
ernal God, or a ſolemn Eſſay to promote the 

orſhip of God in Private Houſes, on Gen. 32. 
,, 3. Together with the beſt Entail or Dying Pa- 
ents loving Hopes for their ſurviving Children 

ground- 
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©P7%: The Goſpel Myſtery of Sanctification, oped 

B . fandry'prattical Direttions, ſuited eſpecially to the 

# »*- "Caſeof thoſe who labour under the Gvilt and Pow 

*--® er of Indwelling Sin. To which is added, a Ser: 

inon of Juſtification. By Mr. Walter Marſhal late 
Preacher of the Goſpel. 

The Golden Snuffers, or Chriſtian Reproveri 
and Reformers, Characterized, Caution'd and En- 
couraged. A Sermon Preach'd to the Societies for 
Reformation of Manners in London, Feb. 15th 
1696. © . By Daniel Burgeſs. 

A ſure Guide to Heaven: Or an Earneſt Invi: 
tation .to Sinners to turn to God, in Order tc 
their Eternal Salvation.” Shewing the thoughtfe 
Sinner what he muſt "do to be Saved. -"By Joſei 
Allein Miniſter of the Goſpel. 

A Brief Concordance to the Holy Bible, of the 
moſt uſual and uſeful Places, which-one may hay 
occaſion to. ſeek for. By Sam. Clatk, M. A. 

Jehovah our Righteouſneſs, or the Juſtificatic 
of Believers, by the Righteouſneſs of Chriſt only 
aſſerted ayd applied in ſeveral Sermons, By Sa 
Tomlys A. M. Miniſter of the Goſpel. 

A Diſcourſe conceraing Old Age, tending t 
the Inſtruction, Caution and Comfort of Age 
Perſons. By Richard Stecl, M, A. 

The Rod, or the Sword; the Preſent Dilemmat 
tne Nations of Enzl:d, Scotland and Irel:nd, Gd 

 fidered, Argued, and Improved; in a Diſcoui 
from Exekzel, Chap. 21, Ver. 13: 1 


